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Beloved Wife 


BY VALMA CLARK 
‘Author of "The Direct’ Brot,” "Candlight Inn," ee, 


Iuapersarion ay Gran MeNewsry 


vaser had not slept. Upstairs, in 
roger tas ror 
she was applyi ium li 
es epics Dolls poder 
to her lit boy's face, when the 
front-door bell whirred through the bg 
hhowse. The sound touched Casey of 
like a waiting current. She was up and 
out and down—down’ the front stairs 
with the snatched melon-colored neg 
ligée floating a wake to her little lat- 
bodied, panticclad activity—the same 
‘mercurial rush with which the late Dot 
Carey of Bloomville High School bas 
Ketball fame was accustomed to make 
a basket. The present Mrs. Matthew 
Scobie succeeded in beating her elderly 


and dis 


vwrenched open that last barrie 
‘two days’ separation — would have 
flung herself into his arms—— 

‘Only a hold upon the door-kaob 
saved her. “Ohy” Casey giggled, “T 
thought you were Mat!” 

Me Cres and Mi Alc Roche, 
middle-aged, welled women, re 
Aecting the Ieisured quiet of the wealthy 
and aristocratic lite town they repre- 
sented, looked at Casey in amaze. .. « 

them, the placid green square 
with its century-old elms and its mount- 
ed cannon reminiscent of Civil War 
days, scemed to back up their condem- 
nation. ... While in the exact centre of 
the square a canvas-shrouded figure 
stocd as the concrete symbol of Green- 
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way's chief objection to the second Mrs. 
Scobie. The eanvas covered a memorial 
statue to Virginia Scobie, the writer 
Greenway's great pride, and Matthew's 
first wife. To-morrow, at the memorial 
service, the canvas would come off. To- 
morrow “V. S." a8 she was familiarly 
called, would have been dead jurt one 
year And already Casey was ‘bride of 

Mrs. Crothes, chairman of the Me- 
morial Committee, said: “We're so 
sorry to intrude $0 early, but — Mr. 
Scobie has’t returned from New York 


“I'm expecting him this second. Will 
come in?” 

“Thank you. It's important—Iast- 
‘minute arrangements.” 

Casey, her Title dark head high and 
her hands jammed into crépe silk pock- 
cts, led them into the living-room. 
was a long, heavily curtained room, 
‘massively dark even on a June morning 
tone bright axa bubble, The only 

twas portrait of a woman 
dressed in sheer summer white and st- 
ting in painted sunshine—V. S., lumi- 
rnous and living there. Her’ pose was 
easy and relaxed, her dark air was 
bail gi te 0h prado maneet 
of hair-dressing, and her face—the face 
was lovely . ..one you would remem- 
ber always. in its purity of outline, 
its gravity of expression, its dark, 
hhaunted eyes. Beside her Casey, stand 
ing legs apart in a swaggering pose, 
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her body tense, her black hair clipped 
sharply, her litle painted face screwed 
up a though in a young meckery of 
some one else's pain—Casey was 

the young person on a cheap poster— 
an advertisement say, of snappy under- 


‘She might have dashed upstairs and 

changed into a frock. But she held her 
ind. She felt their criticism of her, 

and she would make no concessions to 
it. “Something gummed the works?” 

ye 

“Tomorrow I mean—is there a 
hitch somewhere?” 

"No — no — everything is quite 
smooth.” ae 

“Anyhow,” said Casey, ‘she’s got a 
face that will take the marble.” 

Miss Roche glanced at her in sharp 


neerainy, 
“Dear Virginia,” murmured Mrs. 
CCrothers to the portrait, and the emo- 
tion in her voice was genuine. 

“But it isn’t a 
formed Miss Roche seriously. “There's 
just a small portrait medallion of V. S. 
at the base... . The figure is an ideal 
fone representing Immortality — 

“And the inscription,” Casey re- 
ited glibly, “ ‘Nothing of beauty dies 
without having purified something, nor 
can aught of beaury be lost.” Don't I 
know?’ helped Mat choose it. Fact.” 
allen The women welded ber 

lenge. The eyes of the portrait 
ol dn at eth» poke 

ride. They seemed to say: “You 

Sing ot You goat to. 
ment! You are nineteen to my thirty- 
five years You have lived ih bi 
few moral months; I lived with him 
fifteen immoral years. [am with him 
still, in spite of you. He is mine—for- 
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Or did they say just that? Wasn’e 
there more in them—a reticence, even. 


a veled pleading? 
‘Mat’s tep—at last! Casey flew, with- 
out apology. “You've been gone—a 


ceauuty! I've aged, Mat—d'you see?” 

““Goosie!” He answered with his 
arms, holding her tl it hurt; his quiet 
face, ‘Casey Knew, remained emotion- 
less, schooled to reticence. 

“Those women—with a full view of 
the tabla they ignored it. But now 
‘Mat glimpsed them, his arms dropped. 

She sauntered into the room after 
Mathew He looked back at her with 
a sort of harried pleading 
But Casey wouldn't be put out like 2 
child, She would nce! She perched her- 
self possessvely on the arm of his chair. 

“And Mr. McKown’s coming down 
fon the sixten train this afternoon,” 
‘Mrs, Crothers was saying, “and Mrs. 
Blair says she'll put him up. But about 
a dinner—" 

“McKown, the sculptor! You mean 
he’s coming here for the—the unveil- 
ing act tomorrow?” Casey thrust in. 

"Yes, But a dinner-party for him to- 

sht—under the circumstances—?” 
Mrs. Crothers hesitated. 

Casey understood that the “circum- 
stances” were just she herself. “But 
Mrs, Blair can't have him!” she said 
‘quickly. “OF course, we'll take him— 
won't we, Mat? And of course we'll 
PSs over them; agreed ony tha 

She overrode them; a t 
in should bea very quiet afar litaiked 
to the three members ofthe committee, 
with theic two husbands and Mr. Me- 
Kown for Miss Roche, and Mat and 


him a herself—cight in all. She saw them to 


the door with her arm through Mats. 

Back at the breakfasttable, opposite 
him, she tasted, not coffee and tender 
buttered toast, but his disapproval of 
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tern his withdrawal, his sient 
minded response to her headlong, trivi- 
al confidences, 2 

“Say something!” Casey dropped 
abruptly. 
“L will,” be said. “Dear, this és abit 
thick. Won't you cut it and go home— 
let Mrs. Blair do the honors? After- 
ward, we'll go abroad for the summer 
—anywhere you like—" 

“Why?” pies 


“That's what I,don’t know! Any- 
how, I won't! You're asked me would- 
n’tI'go here and there—wouldn't I get 
a decorator and do over the whole 


want to conquer it! I've got to 
You every-day if, o i 00 go" 

Dd Poa dog: Mise?” onted Julia. 
(She had served the fire Mrs. Scobie, 
and carried her resentment of the sec” 
‘ond like a sodden weight.) 

“No, | didn’t! And it’s not ‘Miss 
it's "Madam't Julia, do you hear me 

‘Matthew's litte whinnying laugh 
‘was too much for Casey. She burst into 
tears, fought against him when he tried 
to comfort her. . . . Then dug her 
head int his arm, loved, him inher 
violent puppy fashion as the stately V. 
S. would never have done. 

“Miss me? Tell me about it” 

“Ob, Mat! Every time the clock 
struck—and it rained at night, Isn't it 
funny? Just seven months ago I didn’t 
know you were alive—I was a kid— 
‘And now—" 

“You're a kid now," he muttered, 
on a convulsive note of suffering. “i 
‘ought to be shor—by a whole firing- 


‘Why?” abe wondered. “You're not 
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leaving?” But Casey knew why. Mat 
‘was 50 tervified that he was too old for 
her Not for any ater reson did 

“Gol?” he called ack, “At thre, 
say?” 

“Oh, yes! I'll stop by for you!” 

Her day was set, ike a Big Ben, to- 
ward the golfing dite. Golf was one 

she did which V. S. hadn't done. 

interviewed the cook, and gave 
very explicit orders about the dinner, 
pretending to a housewifely knowl. 
edge which she didn't posess and fool- 
ing no one. She ran up the stairs, lung 
guimens about, ‘ad hot hast ‘nto 
41 sports frock’ of jonquil_ yellow as 
sia dre 
meni—which she certainly hada't. She 
seve bere with a lane, hat ber 
new yellow roadster—the liveliest yel- 
low which ever blazoned a car, and the 
scandal of Greenway—was waiting at 
the curb below. The roadster, color and 
all, was Mat's thought for her, without 
‘any hint from Casey. He had got it for 
her because he loved her... Or be- 
cause he didn’t love her? « - « 

No, no! Casey wedged her sleck 
black head intoa lite tight yellow hat, 
‘and clattered down the stars. Slam... 
bang . .. questioning rip of the starter 
«_-- and reassuring throb of the engine. 
She covered the square, waved a flip” 
pant hand to old Mrs. Pitman, wio 
folled pas her in a shiny Victoria be- 
hind stepping bays, with a litle black 
lace carriage-parasol tilted to the sun; 
Mrs. Pitman bowed rigidly. Yes, Vie- 
torias still exised in Greenway. The 
town, which had no slums and no fac- 
tories and scarcely any business, was in 
the heart of those roll pastures 
‘of pure-blooded cate in westein New 
York. It consisted almost exclusively of 
the residences of landowners and re- 
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fired farmers, and of summer homes, 
“The pride in’ good horseffesh endured 
there. 

Cas down Main Street. 
‘There the hat of the Normal School 
girls, alittle knot of them, barcheaded 
and in transparent, vivid-colored slick- 
es on a rainless day. . . . Back home, 
Casey herself would have been one of 
that ‘easy group. Here the first of the 
summer sojourners—the two Royce 
siners, smart city gids in a quaint 
wicker ponycart, who gave Casey's yel 
ow monster a wide, unsecing berth, 
and waved tennisrackts at youth i 
suing from Matthew's bank. The pave- 
ment as broad and cleared —Cascy 
broke the ed lw without muking 
an impression. A far cry from the traf- 
ficjammed Main Street of Bloomville, 


where you bailed ev flivver, 
ind jolied Joe, tae wificcfficer, into 


dusted streets the examinations of this 
June week—the last, they would have 
been, for her, a senior. Plenty of things 
for her to do at homel Not a darned 
thing to do in this groomed, awaing- 
lidded park of a town. Lord, how she 
hated it ing in it but Mat— 
fea 

Even V. S, had recognized the snob- 
bishness of Greenway .. . had captured 
it forall time, lovingly but humorously 
in her indelible sory, "Tableaux.” In 
return for V. $.'s laugh at the town, 
‘Greenway had seized upon that story a3 
‘one more evidence of its exclusive su- 
periorty. Other towns might have bet 
ter water systems, larger Ubraries, more 
‘beautiful cemeteries—but Greenway 
had produced V. S. Even in her life, she 
‘must have been one of those rare per- 
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sons who catches at th: most sluggish. 
spina. «And ns dosh made 
stan. ihe igh promise of er 

terry genius, she gathered legends as 
velvet gthen' ints 

V. S, eternally! Oh, damn—damn! 
—covuldn’t Casey ever exape from her? 
Even out here in the county, where 


the Genesce River off there. 
color of champagne just opened and no 
‘more still. 

Casey, fixed her eyes on the hard 
glint of the State read and on the speed- 
meter, Fane — fer — | But even 
wit er racing like a speed 
Tees oe coat de tat oer 
behind. Casey had tried it, she knew. 
The sequence of their trips: a wild 
drive, lunch ina wayside tavern, a play- 
time, a loving time. . . . And never 
—not when they were closest—were 

essed, Casey slowed. She sty 

ra rplecy a The Bloc Cone Of 

hop and TexRoom. She strolled in, 
bought hand-painted place-cards for the 
ddinner—were place-cards for just eight 
people silly? ‘The teazoom was de- 
serced, she could lunch here in peace. 
‘But no — mustn't let down — Casey 


snapped to. 
ial enarne 
to Greenway, rolled up to the country- 
club, and bretzed into the dining-room 
the fraction of a second before the doors 
<losed on the luncheon hour. A. weck 
‘day, with the tables occupied chiefly 
by the wives and daughters of mens 
Gaty pele igh of the pol 
ished flor, smiling brightly and speak- 
dope ore he hed ethene was 
with Mat. Would some one ask her to 
join them? No one did. 


BELOVED WIFE 


She accepted a scat, in solitary state, 
at a round tale laid for four. She wat 
aware of the waitress's impatience with 
her tardy arrival—was glad eo anno 
her. Casey's chin was up, her little dar 
fie caprsd n very ary of benvado. 
She didn't care—but a thrust of laugh- 
ter at her right spiked her, brought the 
dark color rushing. She ordered coldly, 
Ste slowly and fully down through the 
ined, . 

“Here at this table, the young crowd 
to which Casey belonged: the 

a Go age 

ieir sleeveless, white Helen Wills 
frocks, Ining after strenuous tennisy 
Rae Malloy, pretty in 2 lush way of 
filled georgete and too many brice- 
lets... They were talking about some 
dane. = The same aug! ich el 

's entrance—it belon; 

Bey rowel The latter glanced 
tareessly up, and met Cascys fll gee. 
‘Casey, who had been several times in- 
twoduced to her, put on a tentative 
smile. But Rae Maloy's gra 
tf her over—the cut deliberte, The 
lice cheap Ruifl Carey knew her type: 
shadow lece and chifon,chrysarthe 
tome, chypreinthehair, and’a gily- 
girly Ture. 

“There at that table, Mrs. Crothers, 
Miss Roche, and Mrs. Blair, members 
of the Memorial Committee... Easy 
wo what their talk ran to... . 

See propped her bows onthe table, 
and smoked with a leisurely insolence, 
throogh her supply of cigarettes. Funm 
how they blamed her, nee Mat, for the 
slight to V. S. of his second marrage 
Te was a weakness in a popular and in- 
fluential man which they preferred not 
to acknowledge, Casey supposed. She 
did intefere with the romantic tradi- 
tion—she could sce that. 
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Now at last the room wat almost 
cleared. Casey signed her check, and 
rose, But Mrs, Blair, who must’ have 
waited purposely, stopped her: “Won't 
yyou change your mind, and let me have 
Mr, McKown?” 

“'No," said Casey flatly. 

“Sic down,” said Mrs. Blair, with a 
‘gentle authority. 

Without in the least intending to, 
Casey sat. She looked at Mrs. Blair, 
‘acrois the littered table, with a hard 
hostility. Mis. Blair was a large woman 
ae eee 

ing, kind face; her hair was beaut 

iy silvered beneath the massed purple 
panses of her unsgish hat. She Bad 
V. Ss closest local friend. 

“Why won't you let me help you?” 

Casey tried hard for control, missed 
it “That's it because i's just help 
putting up with me—feeling sorry for 
fnel Chany and tae Ob, Lord I 

yu'd jus once accept me, and then 
Forget ‘about mele about fer as 
freely in my presence as you do in my 
absence— Doesn't it trickle through to 
you that that's the greatest kindnese 
you could do me? Can't you even be- 
gin to believe that I might admire her, 
too—if you'd give me a chance?” 

“You're right,” murmured Mrs. 
Blair. “But allow us time. Meanwhile 
Mr. McKown, Matthew, I'm sure, 
would wish 

“You'll have to allow me,” Casey 
snubbed her violently “to know, beter 
than you do, what my husband wants.” 

Mrs. Blair nodded in gentle accep- 
tance of the reproof. But she continued 
speaking, as from some core of mellow- 
ness, not to the wilful child, but to a 
reasonable spirt of the child beyond 
her vision. “Your error, don't you see, 
is impatience. Don't—don't, my dear 
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Fit 2m the situation, Give it 2 
loose rein, and wait, 
itso away foe a ide it 

“You've been talking,” Casey ac- 
‘cased her viciously, “to Mat about me!” 
‘And aw at onc et ere, « - She 

never, to a n, admit 
adoube of Mat. ee 

“No, no.” Mrs. Blair, with perfect 
taste, simply dropped away from the 
‘argument at this point, But Casey read, 
mitrored in her dispassionate cyes, the 
marvel that anything 0 half baked, v0 
uterly raw as the schoolgiel before her, 
could 0 quickly have supplanted Vir- 
gina Scobic in a man’s life and—affec- 
tons? 

‘Casey scratched back her chair. 
suppoes” she laghed harshly, “you'll 
tell me now that you won't come to my 
dinner to-night!" 

“Ob, no. I'l come.” 

“Wel, then—” But now Casey was 
impelled: She leaned sharply toward 
the other, jerked out: “Nobody has ever 
told me about her—really, I mean. You 
knew her best of all. Was she so—s0 
beautiful” 

Mrs, Blair was far away, in a dream 
that softly illuminated her face. “Beau- 
tiful,” she echoed. 

“And so perfect? Flawless, 
sy?” 

Hes beauty,” murmured Mrs Bit 
“was nality shining through.” 
ales 
‘very one says 
'. Blair met her with compassion- 
ate honesty. “Virginia had, more than 
any one I've ever known, @ talent for 
perfect living.” 
aoe hanks, Til wonigh,” bre 
She beat a precipitate retreat, 
already furious with heel for show. 
ing Mrs. Blair her hand. Wouldn't she 


ike they 
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ver eam to at like a slesufficent 
‘An hour and twenty minutes by her 
wristwatch tll she was due for Mat. 
‘She tooled down Elm Street, was hailed 
by Lon Cox. Casey had rejected his 
‘warm overtures but now, be- 
cause she remembered him as Rae Mal- 
loy's , she drew up. He came 
spores te ee 
edness of body and an attractive, bold 
ye. He propped a foot on her runsing- 
board, fet his gaze rove over ‘her. 
“Whats the personation — our native 
dandelion? Some'd say you don't get 
say ith that color scheme, but soy 
““Thanks—your O.Ks all I need.” 
“Hi, If you were medjum dark you 
wouldn't, see, but you're a total bra. 
neste, Let's go—the River Inn, what? 
=. No? Tonight, then—ther’s a 
oe ae 
‘ay. What's your pret date?” 
“My husband,” Casey mentioned. 
“No! Oh, come off that! Do him 
{good to wait’on you once in a while.” 
"What do you mean—that I “wait 
“e's not your r6le. The older 
ae, the hander Jou cin prokad 
along.” 
“Are you speaking of Matthew's 
ee 
“Well, he's not quite contemporary, 
eee sporary with what? a 
“Contemporary with what 
the Lord he’s not contemporary with 
at 
“Ouch—it hurts! But look, you've 
lled the loyal-wife gag long enough. 
u're not going just to sit through this 
business to-morrow? Lets step out and. 
show them—what? They'll like you 
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better if you give 'em a lever for criti- 
com—fxe The old dames—even the 
bbusband——" 


“that the 
husband is deficient yotion ?”” 

“Oh, well, everybody knows he was 
cat up over—over 

“Her death! Say it! You've certainly 
got the nerve which the rest of this 
town lacks. Takes 2 person like you to 
point out to me that a sf remar- 
Rage mght mean, not love for the 
second wife, but misery over the loss of 
the fist 'm moving o0-—" 

“Oh, hold on— just a second—I 
yom rte : le itly. But sud- 

Casey laughed unpleaantly, But d- 
denly,foking dow at his young, cyn- 
ical face, it occurred to her thathere was 
fn absolutely impartial witnes of V-- 
She forced a smile for him, said easly: 
No hard feelings, Busy jst now; some 
cother time, pechaps. ‘The busband’s 
first wite What was she lke any- 
how?” 

Cox 
tially over 
ond 

“No, seriously?” 

“Seriously, huh? That a large oder 
for yours truly. Well—hm—tall, wil- 
low}, tame’ woman—always "wore 
white. She had a smile... well, yes, a 
nil. Used icon me a cule of time, 
though, needless to say, Inever got very 
ext ao her, Neier did anybody dic, 
if you'd ask me. They only think they 
Aid, sine she's ead and Famous. She 
hhad “em all in, every 50 often, to a big 
terjare Moat er ends wore weit 
fers and artists down from the Gty—one 
or ewo of "xm youngieh Fellown, came 
a lot. She didn’t mix them much with 
the town people. She was away here 


a good bit” 


himself more confiden- 
x car. “Not up to the sec- 
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“Mis he stamninglooking?™ 
» L guess so—! guess she was 
goods, all right. Keen for the husband, 
and on the level with him. I've got a 
seventh sense for women, and I'd pass 
her— Heigh, you're not tearing your- 
self Joose? All for today?” 

“AIL” said Casey. 
interview. "By.” 

Casey drove slowly now, seeing noth- 
ing. She knew, of course, that a man 
‘might take a second wife simply be- 
cause he had been intensely devoted to 
the first. ‘The gesture indicated not 
Eathlemes, b= - Joos, She 
knew, too, thata man wasoften kinder 
to his second wife than he had been to 
the first, because of regress. You were 
to him just a figure of atonement 

Ste wat dawaling along the cee 

road. On impulse, Casey park 
her car and walked down the gras 
carpet berween the tombstones. She 
knew her way to the Scobie plot. There 
it was, a plain gray headstone with the 
simple inscripuon: 
VIRGINIA 
Beloved Wife of Matthew Scobie 
1911926 


inks for the 


c , sat crosslegged like a 
Fite Chie al before How sal 
it was—always Sunday in a cemetery 
‘That dark drift of smoke off over the 
valley from a train that had passed min 
utes before, was a part of the silence. 
Only the far purr of a caretaker's awn- 
movter—like breathing, the long ex- 
halation, then the gulp back. 

‘Staring at those words, Cay was 
reminded of a row of headstones in the 
‘cemetery back home. . . . The three 
‘wives of Nathan Proctor, himelf sill 
living and married to a fourth. . . . 
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Martha, Juli, and Enid; and only Mar- 
tha, the first, was “Beloved Wile.” So 
it would be with her—just “Cas 
no, “Dorothy,” she giggled—"Doro- 
thy, Wife of Nauhew Sie” 

‘Suddenly she flopped, dug her face 
{nto her arm, and sobbed fiercely, but 
without noise. . . . She wore herself 
‘out; then, lying there, went back over 
it from the beginning... . 

Yes, practically they had been into- 
‘duced to cach other by V. S. The au- 
thors face, reproduced from a phot- 
egh on the paper wrapper of # non 

in the drug-tore, had moved 
‘Cascy tobuy the volume. Perversty had 
‘prompted her toremain in from acoast- 
party on a Sunday afternoon to be 
wilfully alone. It was only after she had 
read, and some sense of the delicate ar- 
tisury of these litle strange unfinished 
sore bad eed thragh Casey 
iter that she discovered, 
fn the leew gchar ch a beat 
sketch of her life, the note of the au- 
thor’s recent death. 

Casey's propensity for hero-worsi 
had been tucked of. She burned now 
to think of the gushing letter which, on 
that solitary Sunday afternoon, in the 
first flood of her tragic, posthumous ad- 
mination, she had penned to “Mr. Mat- 
thew Secbie, Greenway, New York.” 
‘Among other things, she had 
for a photo ‘Mrs. Scobie. 

idhat ght hoa i 
self—actally ona busines ep trough 
her town. A quiet man, years older, 
fom the mostent Casey looked into his 

eyes she was bound. That was in 

ber. He had come again—and 

again. They had talked a litle about V. 
'S.5 Casey had read all her books. They 
had tale more about themes. 

‘of the time dn’ talk- 

Ei at all. Cosy seamed Yo remember 
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hours of just siting silent with him in 
the study of her reflicking, noisy home 
—the gray eyes, tender and serious, on 
haers. Before that she had been a lite 

isc girl, with a great many cynical 
rales of life. One of them was that she, 
Casey, would never commit the wide- 
spread folly of marrying the man she 
was crzzy about—she would marry the 
‘one who wat crazy about her. But now 
hher wisdom crumpled. She knew that 
she could marry only Mat, for whom 
she would have died; that she must 
marry him at once— Oh, straight off! 
‘She flung herself upon Matthew, with- 
faut shame. And she wore her parents 
down, overrode every objection, She 
‘married him in January, « » « 

In the days of their brief engagement, 
she had still ept up the play of admira” 
tion for V. S. Fler Books she had passed 
around the girl She remem- 
bered Grace Cass’scomment: “The 
ple areall moth-caten! Why doesn’t she 
rer write about regulars?”.... And 


graph on her bureau: 
uke, Dot, put that away! Those sad 
yes give me the glooms. Besides, it’s 
hardly decent" 

Bloomville had no literary taste, 
Casey assured hervelf passionately. But 
down underneath, hadn't the been 
pleased by their erticism of the other ? 

No, Casey truly believed that she had 
centered her marriage with 2 humble- 
ness of spirit toward V. S.—a humble- 
ts ctu conceals of cour, sce 

1¢ had nothing in her y era 
tion's caper by which he coud 
express such a quality. 
fected ee in Greenway, the had 
fought her growing hat pred 
eqctor. Her code despised the old. 
fashioned melodrama of the jelous 
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She lay quite sill now, no longer 
thinking, ody feeling. "She never rea- 
ized her body until she loved,” it was, 
true. ‘Christopher, can't I even 


feel things exept in fer phrases” 


oe 

time! She'd have to hurry for 
Matthew ! She snapped open her vanity- 
Gate, Net a dadow, not line of pan 
her face looked as tiresomely youns 
asever. Her letters home, she supposed, 
sounded like the same oid Casey. They 
didn’t realize how she'd aged. ... 

She drew up, honked for Matthew. 
Matthew sent a young clerk out to tell 
bey hat he going die as of 

"t even come himself. 
tlerk would have chanted, bot Gust 
pulled away. She was abandoned, the 
Eitrnoon oh ber own head 

She drove soberly home, past the can- 
vasshrouded figure in the square. She 
went into the living-room, stood and 
measured herslf against the portrait of 
V.S. We against her child- 
hood... . Genius against her medioc- 

lovely inflestion of words, 
against her own 
slang phrasing. It was just hopeless! 
Nob, east cay fad he ra 
‘There was no rivalry between them be- 
‘cause the, Casey, simply couldn't com- 
. This was V. S's town, Aer house, 

Jer husband. 

Why, the very room was warm still 
with their love. That bulge in the suff 
ced arm of Matthew's old reading-chair 
‘war made, not by fire months of Casey's 
‘weight, but by fiteen years of Vir- 

one lag rele 
fering he, is very endearment for 
her, were just repetitions of the ocher 


Even the times when his love for 
(Casey had seemed most real— She re- 
‘membered his holding her here in the 
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twilight one evening. Casey had taken 
topic planar if sowiog berate 
ing seen by those proud eyes which 
spocrned; “He nine, He never can 
" ..« And, curiously, the 
fad seemed’ to draw er int theme 


selves... Casey had felt herself chang- 
ing, metamor into V. 8.1 And 
atthew’s sudden. passionate kisses— 


Ob, but there in the haltight, hada’t 
his eyes, his senses been tricked, too? 
Hadn't be been , in imagina- 
tion, his “Beloved” wile, reliving the 
first honeymoon? 
Casey could no longer endure it! She 
hhad been fooled by the perfect mo- 
ments. . . . But those were somehow 
jum ions, too refetions of the 
er perfect marriage. 
“IE could only belicye,” Cascy told 
the portrait, “that [love him more than 
you did, then I'd sick ell judgment! 
But! can't.” No, the terrible wisdom of 
love in V. 8's stories was too convine- 
ing. Beside it, Casey's ecstasies and ag- 
ing. Bee Gey a ng 
V. S's writ couldn't quite 

that up. Surely there had been no 
pain in er sheltered, happy life with 
t. And the sad secret of her eyes! — 
‘A reservation, an entreaty: a3 though 
she were trying to keep something from 
Casey, and at the same time to tell her 
something. 

‘Casey Would have liked to sike out 
at those unchangi itnow, in 
this final moments she couldat even 
hate V. S. She was constrained by the 
other to mature acceptance. She made 


her decision, quietly and irrevocably. 

turne‘ the stars. 
She quickly gathered some clothes into 
her digatr hat box She would be off, 


in the Feadster, at once. Home! Mat 
had wanted her to go home; he didn’t 
know that if she ran away from to-mor- 
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row's memorial service, she would be 
‘gone forever. 
She would leave a note. The dinner 
tonight would be easier without her. 
«She giggled as she pictured the 
‘announcement in the Bloomnville Week 
dy Star: "Mrs. Matthew Scobie, popular 
matron, has returned to her 
for a briek—" 
‘A rap. “Who is it?” Casey called. 
It was Julia. She brought up a box of 
strawberries for Mrs. Scobie w see for 
herself that cook couldn't serve those 
‘mashed things at a dinner-party. “I'm 
busy. You'll have to go," Casey in- 


BELOVED WIFE 


“You've been away—out of the 
country—a long time?” 

“Africa,” he said indifferently. 

“How long?” 

“Eighteen months. For God's sake, 
do T have to wait all night to see Vir- 


fou—you were a close friend of 
he 

laughed—really looked at Casey 
for the first time. He had a high, back- 
wardsloping forchead, a thin, long 
Dosey and the ful, curved lips of a pas. 
sionate and weak man. But the laugh 
died; Casey's past tense drove home to 


0 


structed her. “Go to Parker's, and get him. 


the best, and char 
ViLanever th bell” ote 
A yw a man cot 

band, and sll remain aloof Inher ex 


oalae hae vckevel Sar posible 


them. What? Oh, 


woulda’ 
«Delving inthe clothes pres for her 
‘warm coat, Casey caught the fart 
Wb doobell Dama Sh hada 
She eed tall lean 
2 stranger, 2 ‘man 
as aera at wise, wih «face deeply 
burned by no northern sun. He stid 
violently, passing over Casey as though 
she were a shadow in his path: “I want 
to see Mrs. Scobie!” 
Casey straightened. “I. am Mrs. 


‘Some instinct stopped her. She knew 
ina sheer of ely was VS 
this man was asking for. Scmething 
feverish, desperate in his burning eyes 
amide he say quiet: “Won't you came 

She seated him, hesitated. “You 
don’t live in Greenway?” 

‘No.” 

“You came in on the afternoon 
in?” 

tye” 
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lam Mrs. Scobie—now.” 
““You—? Divorced?” he asked, un- 
“No, not divorced.” 
“You mean she's——?" 


“Yes. She's been . . . dead a year.” 
“The man's cllapes ‘wae complete 


His laughter was more than his 
‘oaths. -» « And his 1 
ing subs were the worst of all. Casey got 


him a stiff shot of whiskey. She had 
‘him by both shoulders, holding him to- 
sgetber. She pulled him out ft with an 
act exertion own 
true for Kn the xr em 
nate monogrammed cigarette which he 
shakingly produced from a silver case. 

“You—jou loved her?” Casey strug- 


“You mean—the loved you? Not 
Matthew?” 

“Matthew! The name was a whip- 
lash to this man, He broke, like a hys- 
terical girl, into an egotistical tirade. 
““Any other man would have seen—not 
‘hima! I wanted Jinny to let me tell him, 
‘but she wouldn't Sent me away—she'd 
no right tosend me away, after years— 


BELOVED WIFE 


Quoted Marterlinck at _me—Blue 
Bird" stuff about beaury—consecration 
1 Said Scobie loved her. I'd say he 
aid! You—you—" (His glance sum- 
‘med up Casey's youthfal inadequacies 
ithe Blo ot oven Gena ad 
done.) “—in ess than a year—I1'l tll 
‘Scobie—wait and self him—T 

But now, at last, Casey took a hard 
and masterly command ofthe situation. 
“You'll not tell him! You'll get the 
brakes on your slipping emotions, and 
‘get out of my house—you hear?” She 
Informed him that he would take the 
five-six east bound, which was due in 
just twenty minutes, out of town. And 
she told him other things, with a crass, 
driving straightness which was calcu: 
lated to knock some resistance into his 
inert figure. . 

Casey lashed him out the door. The 
very force of her final injunction, 
stronger than any impulbe of his own in 
his present dazed state, would 
him to the station and aboard the train. 
«2 Afrord hen be cme tbs 

couldonly trustthat what- 
SGPT 
would keep him awa 

She came back into the living reom, 
ait with her hand closed 
fect, the in 
comparable V.$.! Oh, she might have 

ed has fc leon had 2 
mortal heel! “Nothing of beauty dies 
without having purified iomething, nor 
can aught of beauty be lost." And to- 
morrow all that flammery of the me- 
morial service! Casey could wreck that 
immortality—the had her bomb in 
hand! She had only to hurl it—wait for 
the smoke to lear 

But the eyes looked steadily down at 
Catey. Their sadness was the sorrow of 
V.S. own life, ... And their entreaty 
was her gentle plea of Casey to spare 
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those others their illusions. The eyes 
seemed to say: “He is yours, not mine. 
Only be merciful—leave me my thin 
gray vil Hiven't | earned that by my 
tenunciaion” ‘And the pride the 
pre gravy ofthe face? That was the 
lignity of a woman who had been true 
to self against fearful odds. The immor- 
tay of V. S. sill endured, The spell 
of her portrait still held for Casey; 
Casey, would never cape it 
‘would never want to escape it now. 
She hed V. S.'s ‘Maeterlinck, 
and sood against the window, in yiew 
‘of the shrouded statue reading on from 
the marked lines of the inscription: 
“It is by the strength of some souls 
that are beautiful that thers are sur 
tained in life. .. . Would not any weak- 
‘new in one of those creatures whom you 
thought perfec, and loved in the region 
‘of beauty ... lessen your confidence in 
the universal greatness of things?” 


“Where are you?” called Matthew's 
voice. ... “A board meeting; I could- 
n’t get loose. Hm—you've not been 
ser, sesh lied brightl 

“Oh, yes!" Casey ightly. 

“thie oad Wel Beteel Hee 
come back! What—where—?” 

“He's gone now,” Casey assured 
him. 


“T broke it to him,” said Casey un- 
skilfully. ed 

“Broke it—? Look here, what's he 
been telling you?” 

“Nemoto” 

“Dear, if you're .. . shielding me, 1 
now, Hye" always "known," What 


“Everything, thea,” breathed Casey. 
“But you mean you knew—and you 
never let her know you knew! Why?” 
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“Because he would have made her 
a Lets happy than Tdi T could 
risk it.” 


Staring at him, at last under- 
seat las ances 
no more than the outward rth of 
Tong years of habitual contro. "Before 

i," she asked, ““—she loved you at 
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“Poor you! But tell me Mat—Mat, 
darling dear!—it was 2 long time be- 
tween VS. and me in you life? You 
sGidn't marry me p. d. q. just to stop a 
port Not Aad jos dit sary me 

use I drove you to it? Or because I 
vas grl—any gibt just because 1 

He looked at her in slow wonder. 
“Can you sill doubt me? I'm the one to 
Posey 

“But why?” begged Casey, in his 
arms now. “Because you're not used to 

loved! Ob, but Mat, you're adored 
fored, Utell 

Deloved,” hemi 

“Oh, call me that again!” begged 


wet 


Casey. 
weer 


Old Age 
Br Bannee Keron 


‘Wan am old I shall st quiely 

With folded hands, under the noonday sun; 
‘And never let the past drift bick tome, 
‘And never hope for years not yet begun 


But watch, 25 I do to-day, ants in the grass, 
And spiders patently renewing webs 
“And th unveary fight of gulls that pase 
‘Along the nvr, while the Slow tide obs; 


‘And see how bees take honey and wing out 
Jn perilous winds, back to their secret hives 

‘And watch the flowers opening all about, 
‘And clouds of gnats that dance to be ali 


Until I find myself grown less than these, 
Heedless as they, and happy, at high nooa, 
‘Where all unmindful of grim mysteries 
can forget that death must take me soon. 


